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(FAREWELL TO WALES.) 


BY ARTHUR CHARLES LUTHMAN. 


FAREWELL to WaueEs! Farewell to thee, 
Thou land of love and poetry! 

Where every hill, and vale, and stream, 
Are hallow’d in the poet’s dream— 

Where Freedom loved of old to dwell 
’Mid men she knew would guard her well— 
Where Music from her magic shell 

Woke in the consecrated dell 

Wild notes of war, and strains of love, 
Of peerless power to melt or move— 
Where bards renown’d for wondrous skill 
To mould the human heart at will, 

And make it sigh for love or war 

As they unveil’d the leading star— 
Where warriors, from the field of glory, 
Wept o’er the poet’s well-told story 

Of orphan wrong’d, or beauteous maid 

By fierce and ruthless chief betray’d, 
Struck their bright shields, and swore to right 
The injured against lawless micht— 
Where maids of matchless beauty bless’d 
Their gallant lovers, and confess’d 

How dear they were, nor thought it shame 
To own the pure and generous flame. 
Such were old Campria’s maids and men, 
And CamBria was a nation then 

That chiefs and sages came to see 

From earth’s remote extremity ; 


And still her noble people are 

Beloved in peace, and fear’d in war, 
Increased in power, advanced in state, 
In council as in courage great. 

Her falchion’s edge is still as keen 

As when her daring sons were seen 

To handsful with a host contending 

Firm as the hills they were defending ; 
Nor are her golden harp-striugs broken 
By* which of old such tones were spoken 
That more of heaven than earth they seem’d, 
And such by all who heard were deem’d. 
She saw the star of Greece arise, 

Shine out, and vanish from the skies, 
She then beheld the Roman sun 

Its long career of glory run, 

A hundred nations since have cast] 
Their fleeting shadows o’er the past, 
While all unchanged old Camsria stands 
A beacon star to other lands, 

An ark still floating down the tide 
Which swallow’d them in all their pride. 
Long may she rule in power and peace, 
Till all of time and earth shall cease! 
So prays a humble stranger bard 

Who loves her with a son’s regard, 
And bids “Farewell,” with faultering tongue, 
To her, the land of sword and song ! 
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